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Bishop Phillpotts sent for him, and said: 'Mr.
Radford, I hear, but I can hardly believe it, that men
fight in your house.*
4 Lor', my dear/ answered Parson Radfurd, in
broad Devonshire, *doan'y believe it. When they
begin fighting, I take and turn them out into the
churchyard.*
The Bishop of Exeter came one day to visit him
without notice. Parson Radford, in scarlet, was just
about to mount his horse and gallop oil'to the meet,
when he heard that the bishop was in the village. I !e
had barely time to send away his hunter, run upstairs,
and jump, red coat and boots, into bed, when the
bishop's carriage drew up at the door.
'Tell his lordship I'm ill, will ye?" was his injunc-
tion to his housekeeper, as he flew to heel.
'Is Mr. Radford in?' asked Dr. Phillpotts.
'He's ill in bed/ said the housekeeper.
c Dear me! I am so sorry! Pray ask if 1 may come
up and sit with him,* said the bishop.
The housekeeper ran upstairs in sore dismay and
entered Parson Radford \s room. 1 'he parson steal t hi 1 y
put his head out of the bedclothes, but was reassured
when he saw his room was invaded by his house-
keeper, and not by the bishop.
'Please, your honour, his lordship wants to come
ups'airs and sit with you a little.'
*With me, good heavens!" gasped Parson RadfortL
*No. Go down and tell his lordship Fin took cruel
bad with scarlet fever i it is an aggravated case, and
very catching.*
In the neighbourhood of Morwemtow, a little be-
fore Mr. Hawker's time, was a certain Parson
Winterton*. He was rector of Kastcotc, rector of
Eigncombe, rector of Marwood, rector of Westcote,
and vicar of Barton* Mr. Hawker used to tell the
following story:
When Parson Wintcrton lay on his death-bed, he

